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so many bad verses, so many Sophies and
Carolines that I did not wish to put your
name in such bad company. It is a very
savage place. There are only water and
rocks. The vegetation is reduced to a fig
tree which grew, I know not how, among
the stones, and two very elegant capillary
plants, a sample of which I send you. If
I do not find a letter from you at Tou-
louse I shall be mortally angry with you.
Good-by.

CIL

PARIS, December 5, 1844.
I HAD sworn not to write to you, but I
do not think I could have kept my promise
much longer. I did not think that you
were ill. Our promenade had been so joy-
ful! I did not think it possible that you
might have a bad remembrance of it. Seem-
ingly, what irritates you Is my being more
stubborn than you. That is a good reason
of which you should be glorious, I think,
however, that you should be ashamed of
yourself for having made me so. And then The servant
